MERVYN   PEAKE

His perjured fingers have no throats;

His wrists no source of sound supports;

His crook7d forefinger

Curls like a tongue, severed and voice-forsaken;

Had each a voice what would his fingers cry
But 'Treachery' ?

Until their shrill pipes echoing up the arms
Should find and force the tyrant brain to hearken.

London, 1941

.Half masonry, half pain; her head
From which the plaster breaks away
Like flesh from the rough bone, is turned
Upon a neck of stones; her eyes
Are lid-less windows of smashed glass,
Each star-shaped pupil
Giving upon a vault so vast
How can the head contain it ?

The raw smoke

Is inter-wreathing through the jaggedness
Of her sky-broken panes, and mirror 'd
Fires dance like madmen on the splinters.

All else is stillness save the dancing splinters
And the slow inter-wreathing of the smoke.

Her breasts are crumbling brick where the black ivy
Had clung like a fantastic child for succour
And now hangs draggled with long peels of paper,
Fire-crisp, fire-faded awnings of limp paper
Repeating still their ghosted leaf and lily.